so. v.]         THE HYPOCHONDRIAC              243

Poor Philis dreads her wedding-day:
To Heaven she lifts her eyes and sighs,

And ceases to be gay.

AKG.  Humph I    I did not think my daughter was
clever enough to sing like this, at first sight, with-
out making any mistakes.
CLE.               Alas! my Philis fair,

Can it be that love-sick Tircis

Is blessed beyond compare,
And in your heart has share ?
ANG.       / am so sad I must confess:
I love you, Tircis dear.
CLE.        Oh I words enchanting to the eary

Ah! do I hear aright?
Repeat it, Philis, let me hear !
ANG.   Yes, Tircis, it is thee I love.
CLE.  Once more repeat it, Philis dear.
ANG. 'Tis thee I love.
CLE. A hundred times, oh tell it me.
ANG.             'Tis thee I love, 'tis thee I love,

Yes, Tircis dear, 'tis thee I love.
CLE.   Ye monarchs of the earth, ye pow'rs divine,

Can you compare your happiness to mine ?

But Philis, there 's a wretched thought
Does my exceeding joy abate;

A rival lover .  . .

ANG.        Ah! do not fear, for him I hate.
And if his presence tortures you,
It tortures Philis no less too.
CLE.        If to his will a father s pow'r
Would force you to comply?
ANG.       I'd rather die than give consent,
Far rather would I die.

ARG. And what does the father say to all this ?
CLE. He does not say anything.
AUG. What an idiot of a father to permit all this
nonsense without saying a word.